Bristol Blitz

CHARLES and I stayed in Estoril until the weather released
the international plane to Berlin. This was the plane we
had originally planned to take together.^ We shook hands
at Cintra Airport, said good-bye, to meet in Stockholm soon,
or maybe not until after the war. Charles promised to
speak to King Gustav of Sweden about my predicament as
soon as he reached home.                             "~^ -^ -
From the same field, at dawn the next morning, I set off
for England to find out how I could get across the North
Sea.
I had telegraphed Ronald Tree, an old friend in Lon-
don, adviser to the American Division in Brendan Bracken's
Ministry of Information. He had wired back, breaking
through a natural bottleneck by extending me first priority
on the next London plane out of Lisbon.
Only first priorities count on this English plane. There
are always hundreds of applications for passage on one
grade or another of priorities and, because of the conges-
tion, long periods occur when only first priorities can make
the trip. This can mean a delay of two or three weeks or a
month in Lisbon between the United States and England ;
you never can tell. The passenger load is small, five or six
passengers, because of the gasoline and mail load. It takes
a lot of gasoline to make this flight because, by the route the
British fly, you are no nearer London when you get to
Lisbon than Kansas City is to New York.
The plane flies twelve hundred miles, for it swings far
out to sea and makes a great circle to approach England
through the safer area in the west.
At Cintra Airport the British ship nestles with the Nazis3
ugly Lufthansa Junkers, their black swastika glaring from a
red square on the^ rudder, the Italian ships of the Littori
Line, the bright little ships of Portugal's Iberia Airways,
54